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Dis He Detraction's baleful Breath has born, 

But with a Noble and Heroick Scorn. 

For let his Foes this juſt Monition have, 

Envy's the Coward's Homage to the Brave. 

So Ariſtides long with Malice ſtrove, 

Nor could his Vertue win a factious People's Love. 


Vid. Moderation e d. 
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Lady ROORE. 


Madam, 


H E many Obligations which your Lady- 
ſhip's deceasd Conſort has laid upon the 
Nation in general, as well as me in particular, 
who have fad the Honour to be known to Him, 
gide Being to the following Poem. 


IIS held for iniconteſtible, that the mourn- 
ful Occaſion it is written upon, might have ex- 
cited another Fen; but it could not be inſcriÞd 
to another Patroneſs, without doing Injuſtice to 
thoſe valuable Regards you have fhewn for the 
Memory of a Gentleman, who, amidſt all the In- 
juries of the Times, and a long Sickneſs, efteem'd 
Him 5 7 f all the Felicities of Life, 
while He ſaw Himſelf bleſsd with every Thing 
deſirable in the Foſſeſſion of jo Excellent a Lady. 


THE Poem, without all Queſtion, has its 
Faults, as will be but too obvious to your Lady- 
ſhip ; but the Poet has attempted to do his Du- 
ty, which I humbly preſume may prevail for his 
Excuſe ; and if he revives Tour Sorrows with 
the Reputation of Tour great Loſs, he likewiſe 
Ai ũ 


— Dedication. -- 
os: Tis wth Fathers of Conflation, 3 
making Tour a, acquainted, that amidſt 
all the Sycophants that make their Court this 
\ Way to the Great, there * 8 ne that 2 _ 
| only ler hinh, for the Cauſe . of God, his 
Seen, and his Country, but has watt tt his 
ndeavour to do Juſtice to thoſe that do; and 
is at the Height of his Ambition, when he has 

the Honour to write himſelf, 
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NE REO. 


A Funeral-Poem. 


0 \ 7 H EN loud-tongu'd Vertue calls for our Applauſe, 
And Valour juſtifies the Champion's Cauſe ; 
When Honeſty and Honour jointly plead 
Por Heroes, that in Arts and Arms exceed, 
The Muſe, with Indignation bravely warm'd, 
' Dares Envy to deny what Truth perform d; 
And ſpight of Hydra Factions hiſſing Heads, 
Around the Globe their fragrant Mem'ry ſpreads. 
Not but ſome Bards this gen rous Taſk decline, 
And Malice often lurks amongſt the Nine; 
As daſtard Spirits ſervilely diſclaim 
The Patriot's Praiſes, for the Favourite's Fame; 
Elſe had our Heroe's Worth divinely ſung, 
Commanded ev'ry Ear and ev'ry Tongue; 
Oer meaner Themes, and Courtiers Smiles prevail'd, 
To fill that ſpacious World round which he fail d, 
And hand the Great Example ſhining down 
To Times unborn, and Ages yet unknown. 


B | But 


(6) 
But while the Britiſh Soldier's conqu'ring Sword 
Weilded aloft for Europe's Peace reſtor'd, 
Defies all Dangers, and provokes all Harms 
From a degen'rate Foe, that flies his Arms, 
The Britiſh Poet by Superiors aw'd, 
Unemulous of Trophies gain'd Abroad, 
Dares not for injur'd Loyalty engage, 
Nor imitate the Warrior's Manly Rage ; 
But at Sedition's Leyee ſtill appears, Low © 
And is the only Animal that fears. 
Oh! Goddeſs, from whoſe all-com 3 Lyre, 
Poets have ſometimes felt the Soldier's Fire, 
Have, with intrepid Numbers, nobly ſtood 
The bold Defenders of the Brave and Good; 
EYn on my Lays, thy ſacred Influence ſhed, 
While 1, that prais d him living, praiſe him dead. 
Weep not for him, but for a Nation's Fate, 


Still to the beſt of Patriots moſt ingrate, 


Faithleſs and falſe, as Fortune ſhifts the Scene, 
And accidental Changes intervene ; 


Since, though my Verſe can merit no Eſteem, 
It muſt be read, becauſe it ſings of him. 

See! fee the Tritons and the Nymphs appear, 
Not as of late, to charm the Conqu'ror's Ear, 
With tuneful Blaſts to waft him through the Deep, 
And round his Ship their joyful Revels keep; 
While the triumphant Veſſel bore along, 

The Subject of their Vows, and of their Song; 
Muſick their Shells and Voices has forſook, 
And Harmony it {elf is loſt in Rook: 
A Rook, 
|\ 
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Rook, for whoſe Death ev'n Seas forget to flow, 
Chill'd into * Ice, and Rains are turn d to Snow 3 |; * 25 
For whom, ev'n Nature's Life deſerts its Seat, Of 2 
And wholly ſeems to loſe its Vital Heat : 
As Thames, that by his Means improv'd its Trade, 

Stagnates, and is a Heap of Ruin made; 

So Niobe, that mourn'd her Offspring gone, 
Grey petrify'd, and wept her ſelf to Stone. 
See Neptune from his watry Bed ariſe, 8 
Grief in his Breaſt, and Horror in his Eyes, 
Without the Trident he was wont to ſhake 
Oer the rough Main for his Vice-gerent's Sake, 
That the rude Billows might obſequious prove, 
And ſhew their Duty, and their Monarch's Love, 
When Engliſh Fleets their Canvaſs Wings ſhould ſpread, 
By Nerco's Conduct to freſh Triumphs led, 

And o'er the boiſt'rous Adriatick ride, 
; To pull Oppreſſion down, and humble Pride! \ 
See him, with ghaſtly Looks, erected high, 
Accuſe, and thus addreſs the guilty Sky“ 


0] Parent of Mankind, by whofe Decree, 
is mine to rule the Surges of the Sea, 
* For Anna's Sake her Navies to attend, 
And to her Flags my Royal Enligns bend; 
where, where's that Mercy, that Compaſſion flown, 
* Which us d to dart its Rays around thy Throne,“ 
And with diffuſive Beams, ftill joys to ſhine 
on ev'ry happy Element, but mine? 


(8) 
© Why am I veſted with this fov'reign Pow'r, 
If Deſtiny muſt thus my Chiefs devour, 


And ſnatch th' Aﬀerters of a Reign from hence, 


© Who might have claim'd the Care of Providence ? 
< Too much in Denmark's Obſequies I've born, 


Jo ſee my Nereo from my Preſence torn ; 


© Too much in Auna moſt afflicting Tears, 
Joo much in what my lov'd Britannia bears ; 
Not to lament theſe Injuries of Fate, 
And almoſt ſink beneath rh' oppreſſive Weight. 
5 AH! why was not the Great Deftroyer's Hand, 
« Rather ſtretchd out to vex another Land? 
Oer Gallia's, or Theria's Coaſts diſplay d, 
< Where Schemes of Piracies are daily laid, 
* Where Thefts alone their Naval Strength reveal, 
And where it is a Victory to fical ? 
Or if no Victims, but Britansia's pleaſe, 


© Why did he not ſome other Object ſeize ? 


* Why not mark out ſome penſion d Heroc's Doom, 
And ſnatch ſome fam'd Land-Adm'ral in his Room, 


That has full Pay, becauſe he ſleeps at Home ? 


{But Heav'n's relentleſs, and thoſe Pow'rs above, | 
That would not Lurterellas Vows approve, of " to 2. hs 
And deaf to Beauty's, and to Vertue's Cries, | 
Saw not her flowing Tears, nor heard her Sighs, 


While ſhe divinely look d, divinely pray'd, 


And from ſo bright a Form thoſe Pray'rs n 'd, 
Cannot vouchſafe to lend a pittying Ear, 
Jo ſtill my Sorrows, or diſpel my Fear. 


650 


Again reſume this Empire which you gave, eee 
« Since he's no more, who could this Empire fave; 
Who from inſulting Gauls my Realms could free, 
© And make a peaceful Ocean of my Sea. 
© In Nereo loſt, of Courſe I loſe the Main; 

For who can weep for him enough, and reign? 


He ſpeaks. And for the Thund'rer's Anſwer waits, 
When Fove replies, and thus abſolves the Fates: 
* Ceaſe to lament for what you ſhould employ mY 
* Your Gratitude, and ſhew your utmoſt Joy. 
If Mortals are immortal Beings made, 
After they've paſs d thro? Death's thick gloomy Tn, 
* And Heroes from the Gaol of Horiour climb 
© Up to the ſteep Aſcents of Me and Time, 
© Number'd with Gods, to whole Abodes they ſtrove 
Io riſe by Valour, and their Country's Love : : 
For Denmark do not my Decrees xa, 
Could any Prince a better Station chuſe, 
han to reſide where all Things are ſerene, | 
And a perpetual Calm's for ever ſeen? 
« Where no diſtruſtful Clamours wound his bar | N | 
Or Jealouſies from Crioners or Pa- 8 ? 4 
gRut where, of more cha Earthly Crowns poll, 
© He bleſſes Heav'n, as he by Heavn is bleſs'd? ? "OE 0 
Jo theſe bright Regions Malice ne er aſcends, | | te | 
© And all my Subjefs here-are Neye's Friends; glen | 
© No Sycophants his Juſtice to traduce . * 
Neo Courtiem here incorrigibly looſ 
| | 31 19 book u DOG 131139 00 Dt 0 
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(10) 
Jo blame his Conduct, or his Faith arraign, 
© That their own Creatures may his Places gain; 
But freed from Sickneſs, Calumnies, and Strife, 
* And all Contingencies of human Life, 7 
,* Downwards he looks on ſublunary Woes, 
And prays for the Malignants are his Foes. | 
is true, that Anna might for Mercy plead, 
| gut Heav'n could not reverſe what Heav'n decreed; 
; « Elſe had her Royal Dane been longer ſpar'd, 
And Lutterella's Sighs for Nereo heard. 
Thy Tears had likewiſe been of pow'rful Force; 
nut Nature muſt go on-with Nature's Courſe, 1 
6 * Diſcloſe the dixe Events the Fates ordain, 8 
1 b And can't unlink their Adamantine Chain. 
| © Yet do not thou thy ſad Complaints purſue; 
| | « Behold what glorious Days are juſt in View; 
| Wat ſmiling Moments for their Entry ps, 
| And thee and thy vicdorious Queen confeſs ! 
| © The Times are come, for ſo Fates Books unfold, 
| $M 2 When thou thy Trident undiſturb d ſhalt hold; 
« When France ſhall its pretended, Claim reſign B 
© 'To Europe's univerſal Pow' r, and. thine, hs th Tur 
* And halcyon Peace i its downy Wings diſplay . 
* Throughou the vaſt Exzens of Lantana ; 
* Commerce ſhall in thy Borders be xeſtor'd, 
| And Lewis ſink from Heights, 20,which he wrt 
| Anna theſe Wonders muſt alone omple: oO 
| Auna, the juſt, the prudent, ny dares of» 
* Whole conqu ring Fleetz their watry Courſ di 
+;The Bad to puniſh, and the Good protect. 
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Cn 
Thy Rights in her's and Europe's ſhell maintain; 
Fear not, but reaſſume thy wonted Reign, 


Since Denmark's Poſt by Pembroke is poſſeſt, one, ” 7 


And Nereo lives in Leak's s unerring Breaſt. 12 / 2 Le Fo 


Thus Fove. When Thunder f. from the 1 declares 
Auſpic ious Omens, and conſenting Spheres, 
And Neptune, reinſtated in Command, 
Takes up again, and weilds the Trident in his Hand. 
But what if Neptune checks his riſing Grief, 
And future ProſpeQs give paſt Fears Relief ? 
What if immortal Beings ceaſe to ſhew- 
What Men, ſubjected to Death's Laws, muſt owe, 
He's impious, from whaſe Ryes no Fear diſtils, 
And Mortal does not weep for Mortal Tk ? 
To form a Heroe, takes an Ages Space; 
Nor ſhould an Age this Heroe's Loſs efface; 
But Children's Children piouſſy deduce 
The bright Example for their CMldrens Uſe. © 
Oh ! were my Lays but equal to my Zeal, 
Not Grandvill ſhould a nobler Ardour feel; : 
Prior ſhould not more exquiſitely write, 12 
Nor Addiſon with-ſweetey Notes invite; 
Blenheim's Campaign to Vigo's Flames ſhould _ 
And Malaga ſurmount Rumellies Field 
Fam'd Gibraltar Oer Menm ſhould advance, 
La Hogue's Exploit o'er Lifle" the Key of France; 


Smyrna's rich Fleets prefervd, ſhould be — 
Io many hundreds loſt at * 
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And jarring Conteſts in the North Aiſpell'a,. 1 N 
To the triumphant Paſſage of the Scheld; 
As on my Nereo's Vertues I would dwell, 
And in my Verſe, as he in Fame, excel. 
For Truth, for Courage, and for Conduct known, 
For an unmov'd Adherence to the Throne, 
What has he not for Britain's Glory done? 
What Wonders not perform'd, and Dangers run ? 
Be ſilent his Accuſers, when you're told, 
He nc'er his Country, nor its Councils ſold, - 
Or barter'd all at Home for foreign Gold ; 
Never was yet for Bribery decry'd, 
Or Millions ever funk or miſapply'd, 
But nobly in the Gap of Honour ſtood, 
Laviſh of Fortunes, and profuſe of Blood ; 
As he to Londonderry fore'd his Way, 
Fearleſs of hoſtile Strength, that urg d his Stay, 
And ſpight of France, of Ireland, and of Rome, 
To ſave the ſtreighten'd. City, | burſt the Boom. 
Law, Liberty, Religion he preſerv'd, 
And Moderation but for him had ſtarvd, 
Never to this Increaſe of Vears had grown, i 
So much been talk'd of, when ſo little-known, 
Had he not bravely puſh'd to take their Parts, «an 
And rais'd their bold Aſſerters linking Hearts; eb boat 
An AQ that ſhall in Britain's Annals ſhine,, 
While Fame ſhall ſing the Shannon and the A n 
Since but for him they'd held inglorious une ein e 
Not rivalld Iſa, and its Conſort Thamm: 101 


WED 
And Wonders to this Day'd remain'd undone; 
Were pointed forth, and causd by him alone. 

| Yet, tho he timely ſuccour'd the Diſtreſs d, 

With Want, with Hunger, and Deſpair oppreſsd; 
Tho' what they could but wiſh for, he atchiev'd, 
And in one Town a ſpacious Realm reliev d; 
There are, that to his high Deſerts unjuſt, 
Diſown his Labours, and revile his Duſt ; 
„ And, rather than his Hand ſhould do the Work, 
Aſcribe that Day's abandon'd Siege to Kirk z 
Kirk, who juſt ſince with Weſtern Blood was ftain'd, 
And hang'd thoſe Saints, whoſe Martyrdom they feign'd. 
So Puritans of old, to ſhew their Hate, 
Struck up a League with Spain in Eighty Eight, 
And, rather than the true Reli gion own, 

Took Part with thoſe, who, like thetnſelves, had none. 
So Monks, in Charles the Martyr's Days, were found, 
With Wounds diſhoneſt, biting * Naſeby's Ground, p- + 2 
As their horn Heads on Rebels Sides confeſs'd, 

How they the Church and Church's Sons deteſt. . 
O! let not our Diſgrace in Gath be told, 

Nor Askalon its dire Remembrance hold 

From Gallick Ears th' important Truth detain, 
And far be our Ingratitude from Spain 

Leſt Philiſtines, triumphant in our Shame, 

Laugh at our Factions, and our Feuds proclaim ; 

Leſt hoſtile Climes ſhould our Diſhonour know, 

And we ſhould want Inſtructions from the Foe: 
Loſt as ſhe is, and in her laſt Decays, | 


France yet has Vertues which demand our Praiſe, 3 
i D And 
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And which our Imitation might excite, 
Could we but think as Well as we can fight. 
Much otherwiſe does ſhe her Gen'rals treat, 
And ev'n prefers them for their being beat, 
Since they the Tracts of Gloxy's Race perſue, 7 
I And dare the Chaſe of Fame again renew, 


—— 3 ro ny men —— 
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| As they perform what Loyalty can do. 
Thus Tourvile, better d by la Hague Diſgrace, 
Moſt graciouſly obtain d a Mar'{chal's Place. 
Thus Boufflers, undiſcourag d by Rebuke 
For Namur loſt, was made a Peer and Duke. 
| Thus Chat renaud, for an arm'd Squadron burn'd, 
To Vigo with the fam'd * Battoon return d. * MareſchaPs Staff 
And thus Vendoſme retain'd his King Regard, 
Ev'n after the Defeat at Audenard, 
[| And his old Honours unmoleſted held, 
[ *Spight of great Marlbrough's Paſlage o'er the Scheld. 
But we, diſdainful of Freuch Maxims, chuſe 

Methods which Prudence bids us to refule ; 

While we the Laws of Equity tranſgreſs, 1 

And ev'n reproach our Champions for Succeſs. 

Elſe had we done this deathleſs Heroe Right, 

Renown'd for Conqueſt, not renown'd for Flight, 

And ſcen him amidſt Royal Trophies lay d, 
Who ſtill to Royalty juſt Homage pay d; 

Who, to the laſt, the Britiſb Arms maintain'd, 

Nor Joſt on Rocks what he on Sear had gain'd. 

Methinks I ſee th' expiring Patriot le, 

Fearleſs of Death, yet cautious how to die: 
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Amidſt Convulſions he deludes his Pain, 
Diſtemper'd ev'ry where, but in his Brain. 
Reaſon, while Life prepares for its Retreat, 
Still keeps its Manſion, and retains its Scat, 
Loath from that Breaſt an Exile to depart, 
Which cloath'd her native Excellence with Art, 
Which in few Words her Energy expreſsd, 
And made it fit to ſtand a Spartan's Teſt. 
This was the Chart, by which, in Health, he ſteer d, 
And this in Health's Eclipſe, is not impair'd, 
As it ſpeaks Heav'nly Joys for Earthly Wrongs, 
And for baſe Libels, gives him Angels Songs. 

Cloſe by his Side, his faithful Conſort mourns} 
And his young Son averſe his Eye-lids turns, 
| Impatient of the Pangs would ſtrike his Sight, 
To fee a Father loſt in endleſs Night; 
While the departing NE RE O fajnely trys 
Jo calm their Griefs, and curb their rifing'Sighs ; 5 
Bids her continue what ſhe ſtill muſt prove, 
A juſt Example of Connubial Love, 
For all Endowments known, and ev'ry Grace, 
That ſheds its Luſtre from the Mind or Face ; 
And charges him, by all the filial Ties 
Which ſtrict Obedience makes an brine prize, 
By his immortal Laurels, to appear 
Not only his Eſtate's, but Vertue's Heir; 
The ſame his Courage, and the ſame his Cauſe, 
And be what his Illuſtrious Parent was, 
Modeſt, yet Brave, Victorious, yet Reſign'd, 
Unequalbd in Deſert, and yet of equal Mind. 


T1 Cs) | 
But oh! my Muſe, Deſcription here muſt fail 3 
Over this Scene of Horror caſt a Veil; 


For who can Sorrows like their Grief expreſs, 
Or give his dying Words their proper Dreſs ? ? 
Nature, at his Deceaſe, reluctant ſtarts, 
And Eyes cannot behold what ſhocks our Hearts. 
Nor can thy Lays a juſt Idea ſhew 
of ſuch unmenſe, unutterable Woe; 
Needs muſt thou fink beneath th' oppreſſive Theme, 
Daring to mourn like T H EM, or ſpeak like HIM. 
is thine alone (and thou alone muſt bear 

That Soul aloft, that claims thy pious Care ) 
To bring him to th' eternal Realms of Joy, 
And on his Bliſs thy xaptur d Senſe employ. 
What if no Heratds at his Fur'ral wait, 
And he can boaſt no*Cavalcade of State ? 
What if no Officers of Arms precede, 
Nor do we in Gagettes his Buryal read? 
Till Time ſhall fail, his juſt Applauſe ſhall laſt, 
And Fame revere him with her lateſt Blaſt, 
Since Fate, that ſnatch'd him from his lov'd Retreat, 
By being Little, made him truly Great. 

So Rome's Pictator, when his Country's c 
Forc'd him from his belond Repoſe to riſe, 
After its ancient Safety was reſtor'd 


By his wiſe Counſels and advent rous Sword, 
Back to tis Villa modeſtly retir'd, 
And where in Peace he /iv'd, in Peace * 


FINIS. 


